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On Ptarmigan peak 
in the Cataract's eye, 
the wind sings 
kee-ya, kee-ya 
The cairn of voices dead, 
the breath of spirits frozen; 
a fragile world in a snowy grid. 
The marmots cry 
kee-ya, kee-ya. 

A poetic outcropping— 
thirteen, eight: 
a thought, 
a whisper, 
a soft bed of lichen 
for my rocky home. 
My heart beats in time 
with the one thought. 
The beat of a wing, 
the pulse of a breath, 
a crusty foothold 
in a rocky domain. 

- Wolf Rander 

Ode to a Fibre Pile 
The wearing of wool WAS standard style, 
But these times command pure fibre pile. 
Even if you try old down from geese, 
You'll soon be in trouble with the police. 

Trusted companions will past you file 
By way of expressing their personal bile: 
If you refuse their man-made fleece, 
You surely must be some kind of beast! 

Against your garments old friends will rile 
While theirs do marmots and goats beguile. 
But fondle the bills still yours to crease; 
Their costly gear is hocked or on lease. 

And when you have stuffed your pack awhile, 
Sit back and observe your partners' sad trial. 
Then comes the cold, but maintain the peace! 
Do not tell them they look—so obese. 

Wool is so warm, snug, not at all vile: 
You may yet prove it beats their pile a mile. 
But do not count on an early surcease 
When function, not fashion, matters the least. 

—Richard Loren Doege 
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Himalayan Winter Ascents 

Climbs of the Nepalese Himalayan giants during 
winter are becoming popular, and of the five expe-
ditions making attemps during the Winter 1981-82 
period at least three were successful. 

Called the "Camel Expedition of 1981-82," an 
American team succeeded in placing three of its 
four team members on the summit of Pumori on 
January 6. They were Ned Gillette, Jim Bridwell 
and Jan Reynolds who climbed the East Face to 
Northeast Ridge, a new route to ridge. It was the 
first winter ascent of Pumori. They placed two 
camps above their Advance Base Camp. 

The Canadian Annapurna IV Winter Expedition 
was successful on December 22 when the summit 
was reached by Adrian and Alan Burgess and 
Roger Marshall. The team included eight members 
and was led by Gordon Smith of Golden, British 
Columbia. This was the highest ascent in the 
Nepalese Government's official winter season of 
December-January. 

A British Expedition failed to make their winter 
ascent via the standard route on Makalu while 
Ivan Ghirardini of Chamonix, France was making 
a solo attempt via the West Pillar of Makalu. It is 
not known whether he was successful. 

The first private Nepali Expedition made a suc-
cessful winter ascent of Tilicho under the leader-
ship of Dawa Gyalzen Sherpa. 

—M. Cheney & E. Hawley 

Film Festival 

The fourth annual Mountainfilm Festival in 
Telluride, Colorado starts Friday evening, May 28 
and runs through Monday morning, May 31, at 
the Sheridan Opera House. 

In addition to featuring the latest and best in 
mountain-related films from the United States and 
abroad, Mountainfilm '82 will honor Glen Exum 
and the 50th anniversary of his celebrated Exum 
Ridge ascent. 

Seating is limited to 220 for each performance, 
and reservations are accepted on a first come, first 
served basis. Ticket prices are $50 for the three 
evening shows and $20 for repeat performances in 
the morning. 

Mountainfilm '82 will also feature one of the 
greatest collections of mountain-related still 
photos ever assembled. They will be on display for 
the duration of the Festival. For further informa-
tion, write Mountainfilm, POB 1088, Telluride, 
Colorado 81345. 

Climbers Can Work Harder Than 20 Years Ago 

One of the significant discoveries made by the 
American Medical Research Expedition to Everest 
was that expedition members could work harder 
than subjects studied under similar circumstances 
20 years ago. Dr. John West, Expedition Leader, 
attributed this improvement to the fact that 
people's attitudes about fitness have changed in 
the past 20 years. This expedition had a very keen 
group of exercisers and marathon runners. West 
had made tests 20 years ago on Makalu, an expedi-
tion led by Sir Edmund Hillary. 

West's expedition, which lasted for 3 months 
from August to October, 1981, included 14 physi-
cians and scientists, 6 climbers, and a ton of 
sophisticated medical gear. Carried by Sherpas to 
20,500 feet, the medical equipment was assembled 
there in a laboratory with electricity and heat—the 
highest laboratory in the world. 

Two of the medical team, Chris Pizzo, 32, and 
Peter Hackett, 34, separately reached the moun-
tain's 29,028-foot summit on October 24. Pizzo be-
gan his ascent from 26,400 feet without an ice axe, 
but found one on the way up, a "million to one 
chance," said West. Hackett, climbing alone, 
slipped and fell on the way down. He dangled up-
side down, hanging by one foot, until he found a 
rope left by an earlier climbing party and freed 
himself. 

Pizzo and Hackett had good weather for their 
climbs, but a third member, Chris Kopczynski, 33, 
overcame gale-force winds to reach the top on 
October 21. Kopczynski, Pizzo, and Hackett be-
came the ninth, tenth, and eleventh Americans to 
reach the summit of Everest. Kopczynski and 
Pizzo had Sherpa climbing partners. 

Stephenson Fire 
Jack Stephenson, manufacturer of Warmlite 

Custom Mountaineer Equipment, reports that a 
fire has destroyed the upper two floors of his build-
ing. Lost in the fire was his computer, mailing list 
and past sales files. Since purchasers of his cata-
log ($3) are sent updated information and prices as 
available, he would like to receive a note from 
them so they can be placed on a new mailing list. 
His address is Stephenson, RFD 4, Box 145, 
Gilford, New Hampshire 03246. 
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MASb iRizb-Rum LA 
Text and Photos by Charles Macquarie 

We had come to the Karakoram to climb the 
North Face and West Ridge of Masherbrum; but 
as we gazed up at the large avalanche that was 
rushing rapidly towards us, we realized that our 
choice of objectives was unwise. The avalanche 
missed, but it did so by a margin that was uncom-
fortably narrow—approximately 10 feet. We 
abandoned the route. Over the course of the next 
few days as we ferried huge loads back to 
Urdukas, our last camp on the main Baltoro Glac-
ier, we had ample opportunity to reflect on the 
events that had led up to this impasse. 

Our stay in Rawalpindi had been longer than we 
expected, and it was a relief to arrive in Skardu 
where it was somewhat cooler and decidedly drier. 
Skardu was the last town of any size on our route 
to the Baltoro, and it was here that we bought our 
last few items of supplies and hired our porters. 

This latter task created a bizarre scene. We were 
one of the first expeditions of the season and we 
had plenty of porters to choose from. Over 200 
wanted jobs and we wanted to hire only 45 (we 
hired another 10 at Dasso). This porter surplus re-
sulted in total confusion and near riot; but be-
tween our liason officer, the police, and the army, 
order was maintained. We ended up with a motley-
looking crew that turned out to be a great group of 
men. 

Our jeep ride to Dasso, 55 miles down the road, 
was cut short by 8 miles when we came across a 
30-yard gap in the road—it had slid into the river 
a couple of hours before we got there! Such is life 
in the Karakoram. It was walking from there on. 

For 4 days we walked from village to village 
until we arrived at Askole, the last village on the 
way in. After Askole the terrain became rougher 
and the walking tougher. An interesting waist-
deep river crossing provided a lively prelude to the 
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snout of the great Baltoro Glacier, where the walk-
ing degenerated from bad to truly miserable. We 
were glad to reach Urdukas. 

Our porters were a cheerful bunch, and singing 
and dancing were familiar evening activities. The 
two stars of the show were Ali and Gulam Rasul, 
who managed to produce increasingly impressive 
performances as the walk-in progressed. The cul-
mination was Gulam Rasul's risque dance routine 
at Liliwa, where his makeup included a genuine 
goat's beard and a generous amount of white 
paint. We did not lack for entertainment. 

The journey to base camp had been hectic. The 
incredible mountain scenery of the last few stages 
had been impressive, but on the approach we had 
passed by it quickly and our thoughts were 
focused on the North Face of Masherbrum. Now, 
we were at Urdukas again, but this time we were 
more relaxed. As I looked across at the massive 
granite walls of the Trango Towers, the Grand 
Cathedral, or Uli Biaho, I was reminded of the 
climbers that had passed by them on their way to 
the giants of the Karakoram Range that lie at the 
head of the Baltoro. Four 8,000 metre peaks—K2, 
Broad Peak, and Gasherbrums I and IT—crammed 
into an area the size of San Francisco. 

The Karakoram is disputed territory between 
India and Pakistan, and access has been intermit-
tent. Martin Conway was the first explorer to 
reach the head of the main Baltoro, which he 
named Concordia: that was in 1892. During the 
next few years several other interesting characters 
wandered that way, including Aleister Crowley, 
Oscar Eckenstein, and the Duke of Abruzzi. How-
ever, two world wars caused serious interruptions 
in mountaineering exploration, and it was not until 
the 1950's that the race to climb the 8,000-metre 
peaks speeded up. 



In 1953, the year of the ill-fated American expe-
dition to K2, the great Austrian climber Hermann 
Buhi made a 40-hour solo push to reach the 
summit of Nanga Parbat. The following year the 
Italians, under the leadership of Ardito Desio, 
made the first ascent of K2. In 1956 a British and 
a French party managed to reach the top of the 
Mustagh Tower within a few days of each other; 
their line-up included such notable climbers as Joe 
Brown, Tom Patey, Guido Magnone, and Andre 
Contamine. The same year the Austrians climbed 
Gasherbrum II. 

The Austrians climbed another eight thousander 
in 1957 when a small alpine-style team, including 
Buhi and Kurt Diemberger, made the summit of 
Broad Peak. Buhi was tragically killed on 
Chogolisa shortly afterwards. The pace was kept 
up in 1958 when the Americans, under Nick 
Clinch, reached the summit of Gasherbrum I, 
otherwise known as Hidden Peak; and a very 
strong Italian team, led by Ricardo Cassin and 
including Walter Bonatti and Carlo Mauri, 
climbed the beautiful and difficult Gasherbrum IV. 
Gasherbrum IV has not been climbed since; 
neither has the main summit of Masherbrum, 
which was climbed by Americans in 1960—again 
under the leadership of Nick Clinch. 

The Baltoro was closed from 1961 to 1974 when 
the border dispute between India and Pakistan 
turned critical. But climbers were back in force in 
1975. The outstanding climb of that season was 
Messner and Habeler's 3-day alpine-style ascent of 
Hidden Peak. This encouraged others to try the 
largest peaks alpine-style, and the size of many 
expeditions decreased. Climbers also began to turn 
their attention to the amazing rock walls and 
spires that abound in the lower Baltoro. Ascents of 
the Grand Cathedral, Payu, Nameless Tower, the 
main Trango Tower, and Uli Biaho followed in 
quick succession. The scope for future ascents is 
unlimited. 

Most expeditions concentrated on the larger or 
more spectacular peaks. But in 1974, after failing 
on Payu Peak, a group of Americans and Paki-
stanis made the first crossing of a high mountain 
pass known as Masherbrum La. This 17,600-foot 
pass lies just east of Masherbrum, and connects 
the Braldu and Hushe drainages. Its existence was 
a matter of speculation for many years. An inter-
esting thing about the party that made the cross-
ing was that 3 of its members—Nick Clinch, Dick 
Emerson, and Tom Hornbein—were in the team 
that made the first ascent of Masherbrum 14 years  

earlier. This time they had gone round the moun-
tain rather than up it. 

Objective dangers had prevented us from climb-
ing Masherbrum, but we had a suspicion that this 
might happen, and we had gone to the Baltoro 
with a contingent plan - to make the second cross-
ing of Masherbrum La. It was only after we got 
back to the U.S. that we found out that Yvon 
Chouinard had already made the second crossing, 
and that ours was the third. 

One of the ironies of a lightweight expedition is 
that the members usually end up carrying heavy 
loads. Ours was no exception, and we left Urdukas 
with about 70 pounds apiece. The 6 of us—Renny 
Jackson, Anne Macquarie, Ron Matous, Eric 
Reynolds, Rick Wyatt and I—headed up the 
Yermanendu Glacier towards the La; while our 
doctor Scott Hobson, our liaison officer Captain 
Zia, and 11 porters started back down the Baltoro 
towards Dasso. We arranged to meet at the village 
of Saling, where we had been invited to stay with 
our cook, Mustaq. 

Naturally, the spell of good weather that we en-
joyed while we retreated from the North Face 
began to break up soon after we set out, and our 
camp on the Yermanendu at the foot of the head-
wall leading up to the La was pitched in a total 
whiteout. However, the next day dawned clear and 
cold, and we were treated to a fine view of Masher-
brum's horrendous northeast face. Right on cue, 
an avalanche crashed down and was met with the 
rhythmic click of camera shutters. 

We made good progress up the headwall, which 
was straightforward snow climbing between a few 
small seracs, and arrived at the pass a little after 

10 A.M. The snow conditions on the way up were 
the best we had experienced on the whole trip, 
though it became mushy just as we reached the 
col. The view was superb—the Biarchedi Group on 
one side, Masherbrum on the other. We spent an 
hour relaxing and enjoying the scenery. 

We knew the Emerson party had encountered a 
complex icefall on the southern side of the pass, 
and we were a little anxious about descending this. 
The sky was clouding over again, and it was diffi-
cult to tell if this was just afternoon buildup or 
something more serious; so despite the soft snow 
we decided to investigate the icefall. 

When we reached the edge of the steep drop-off 
we could see that the icefall was in two sections, 
with a basin in the middle. We began to weave our 
way between crevasses and jumbled blocks of ice, 
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Japanese Rescue Injured Climbers on Chogolisa 

Last summer John Wittmayer, Howard Weaver, 
and Doug Cannalte were struck by an avalanche at 
22,000 feet on Chogolisa. Wittmayer and Weaver 
fell 2,700 feet to a snow basin and survived, 
though Wittmayer suffered compound fractures 
and Weaver a concussion. Cannalte cramponed 
down the face and made his partners as comfort-
able as possible with their remaining gear. Then he 
went for help, wading through crevasse fields in 
search of a Japanese team trying Chogolisa by 
another route. He found the Japanese camp desert-
ed: the seven climbers were in higher camps on the 
mountain. With a radio found in the camp, 
Cannalte called for help. The Japanese answered 
and headed down: "An obligation latent in each 
mountaineer moves him to aid any stricken climb- 

er without question. Such are the ethics of the 
sport." 

Four days after the accident, despite avalanches 
and fog, the rescue party reached the injured 
climbers. For ten days the Japanese carried 
Wittmayer over difficult terrain to the nearest 
hospital. 

—From an article by 
Doug Cannalte in AAC News 

Iran Bans Mixed Climbing 

Iran's Islamic regime has banned mixed moun-
tain climbing by men and women. Tehran radio 
stated, "Because of numerous complaints, the 
sport of mountain climbing is to be segregated be-
tween men and women." 

—American Alpine Club News 

MASIbERBRUM LA continued from page 5 

and after an hour we had negotiated the worst 
section. By now the snow was very wet, and we 
hurried down the gentle slope towards the basin 
that was to be our campsite. We were only a 
couple of hundred yards from camp when Eric dis-
appeared into a crevasse. 

Anne and I, who were tied into his rope, felt a 
slight tug and sat down in the snow. We expected 
him to climb back out as we could see his hat on 
the edge of the hole and thought he'd only gone in 
a few feet. Actually, Eric was 30 feet down, up to 
his knees in icy water, trying to get his pack off. 
His plunge was due mostly to rope stretch, and his 
hat just happened to lodge on the edge of the cre-
vasse when he fell in. Once we had hauled his pack 
up he was able to jumar out, and emerged looking 
like a drowned rat. Falling with a heavy pack on 
had injured his back, and he was greatly troubled 
by this for the rest of the trip. When he finally had 
x-rays taken, back in the States, it was discovered 
that he had a compression fracture of the lower 
back. 

We camped at our intended site, and the follow-
ing day set off to descend the lower icefall. We 
were thankful for the hard snow of early morning, 
which made travel over this heavily crevassed area 
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considerably safer. Eric's fall must have damaged 
his brain as well as his back, for he was keen to 
lead and look for more crevasses; the rest of us 
were quite happy to let him. 

We were descending a branch of the Gondokoro 
Glacier, and by keeping to its extreme right bank 
we were able to avoid most of the crevasses and 
seracs, though the snow soon became very soft. 
After a while our side branch merged with another 
side branch, and our serac-free route came to an 
end. We were forced out into a labyrinth of mini 
ice canyons. It was rather like exploring desert 
canyon country, but with walls of ice instead of 
sandstone. Fortunately, we were low enough for 
most of the snow to have melted, and the glacier 
was dry and fairly stable: there was little danger 
of mishap. 

When we reached the main Gondokoro Glacier 
we crossed over to the lateral moraine on its east 
bank. There we found an abundance of wild flow-
ers and grasses, with a fragrance that seemed 
overpowering to us after the snowy environment of 
the glacier. We found an excellent campsite, and a 
small lake gave us the opportunity for our first 
bath in a couple of weeks. It was a refreshing end 
to our crossing of Masherbrum La. 



Snow Science Workshop 
An International Snow Science Workshop will 

be held October 21-23, 1982 at Montana State 
University in Bozeman, Montana. The workshop 
will consist of two days of discussion, a banquet 
Friday evening, and a Saturday field session at 
Bridger Bowl Ski Area. 

The workshop will be concerned with the 
following topics: Snow Metamorphism and Classi-
fication, Avalanche Control and Prediction, Wind 
Blown Snow, Creep and Glide, Avalanche Zoning, 
Grooming, Packing and Snow Making, Safety and 
Rescue. 

Persons interested in giving a presentation on 
any of the suggested topics should submit an ab-
stract to the review board by June 1, 1982. For 
further information on the workshop, contact John 
Montagne, Montana State University, Bozeman, 
Montana 59715. (406-994-3331) 

Ski Touring Program Offers College Certificate 

Colorado Mountain College's Timberline Cam-
pus has just announced the formation of a new 
one-year certificate program in Ski Touring Center 
Operations. The program will train students in the 
basics of operating cross-country skiing centers. 

Students in the one-year certificate program will 
take courses in small business management, trail 
design and construction, environmental education, 
survival, avalanche safety, outdoor leadership, 
public relations, and courses dealing with the 
organization and management of a successful ski 
touring center. 

Already well known for its unique programs in 
outdoor studies and in alpine ski area technology, 
the Timberline Campus is located in some of the 
finest cross-country skiing terrain in North 
America. Leadville, less than an hour's drive from 
Vail, Breckenridge, and Copper Mountain, is a 
Nordic skier's paradise. The campus, at 10,000 
feet, is the highest in the nation. Hundreds of 
miles of cross-country ski trails radiate from the 
Timberline Campus, reaching into the Sawatch 
and Mosquito Ranges with their 12,000 to 
14,000-foot peaks. 

Nordic skiers interested in learning more about 
the program can write the Timberline Campus of 
Colorado Mountain College, or contact Dr. James 
Campbell, director of the Outdoor Studies 
Program, or Professor David Montanan, director 
of the Alpine Ski Area Operations program. 

Frozen Sand Dune Climbing 
Frozen sand dune climbing is a novelty enjoyed 

by ice "aficionados" on the shores of Lake Michi-
gan. Sleeping Bear Dune has a 700-foot, 30-degree 
dune face that plummets to the watery edge. In 
winter, this face is wind swept and frozen solid 
with condensation. John Lyon reports that last 
year a group inserted freeze tubes in the dune face 
to determine depth of freezing. In February, he 
visited the site which required the use of cram-
pons, French-technique, and the skill of the 
climber. 

—American Alpine Club News 

Britains on Everest 

Underway at the present time, a British moun-
taineering team led by Chris Bonington is at-
tempting to climb Everest from the north (Tibet-
an) side. The expedition marks the return, after an 
absence of more than 40 years, of British moun-
taineering to the north side of Everest—the tradi-
tional approach to the mountain, and the route on 
which so many gallant, but unsuccessful, attempts 
were made by early British expeditions. 

The expedition is one of the smallest ever 
mounted on the world's highest peak. They are at-
tempting the East-North-East Ridge, a route 
never before attempted. At 8,393m, it joins the 
Northeast Ridge the line taken by the earlier 
British expeditions, including the 1924 attempt by 
Mallory and Irvine. Comparatively little is known 
about the route, and much will therefore have to 
be assessed by the climbers during their acclimati-
zation period. 

The team consists of only four climbers, namely 
Chris Bonington, Peter Boardman, Dick Renshaw 
and Joe Tasker, supported by Dr. Charles Clarke 
as the expedition doctor, and Adrian Gordon who 
will be responsible for Base Camp. The Chinese 
Mountaineering Association will also be providing 
a small support staff, including a liaison officer, 
interpreter and cook. 

This will be the third Everest expedition to be 
mounted by Chris Bonington, but the first on 
which he will be making a bid for the summit it-
self. Everest has only been climbed by a small 
team once, but never by a small team on a new 
route and without oxygen. 

to page 24, please 
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How Do You Reasupe Up To The Limestone TestP 
Text and Photos by Douglas S. Hansen 

Limestone climbing? It's too loose. The protec-
tion is bad. Too much risk. You have to do too 
much gardening. It's not listed in my guidebook. 
Whatever their reasons are for not wanting to 
climb limestone, it's fine by me; personally, I 
would just as soon climb where the crowds aren't. 

The fact is, there are many excellent climbs that 
still remain virgin. If you are discontented with 
the standard climbing haunts, then limestone may 
be the answer. True, there are some types of lime-
stone that can only be appreciated by those climb-
ers who would rather not die of old age. And, 
generally speaking, I would not recommend it to 
the novice climber, but it does offer several things 
to the seasoned climber. 

Virgin Climbs 
Time to leave the guidebook home. Here is 

where you will find out if you have all the skills 
that, at times, are required by a climber; such as 
route finding. How good a judge you are in regard 
to: How hard will it be? What kind and how much 
gear will be required? How many pitches will there 
be? What about belay stances? How long will it 
take you to complete the climb? The list goes on 
and on. Limestone isn't for those who give up easi-
ly, or for those climbers who can't endure a little 
(sometimes a lot) physical discomfort. Chances 
are, if your climb is a Grade III, or longer, you 
may not succeed on the first try. 

Escape from the Hordes of Other Climbers 
When I climb, I consider even one other group 

in the same area too crowded. Sandstone enthusi-
asts have known for a long time the esoteric values 
that climbing in an unoccupied area can provide. 
Don't get me wrong, people are great, but there 
are two sides to every coin. Both sides are differ-
ent, and each side provides its own special 
qualities. 

Climbing That Stays Interesting 
In one pitch of climbing, you can go from deli-

cate face moves to a demanding jam crack. If you  

happen to be a one technique climber, you had bet-
ter rule out limestone. Besides requiring a lot of 
versatility in climbing techniques, at times lime-
stone pushes you to your limits when it comes to 
finding, placing, or improvising an anchor that 
you can depend on. Next comes the sometimes 
portable hand- and footholds. With experience, one 
can become a good judge of the available holds. If 
by chance you didn't quite understand what was 
meant by "portable," these are holds that you can 
end up carrying down the cliff with you if you 
make a bad judgment as to how good a hold really 
is. 

Climbing on Rock that is Very Much "Alive" 

Limestone is "alive" to quote Lynn Benson. If 
you have progressed to the point where you begin 
to realize that there are other things along the 
route besides small holds and hard jam cracks, 
then you will appreciate these things: Sea Coral, 
Oysters, Trilobietes, Cephiapods, as well as other 
types of fossils that decorate the routes. These fos-
sils are sometimes used to determine how old a 
certain rock formation is. Most of the routes are 
virgin, or close to it, so there are still many differ-
ent types of plants that live in the cracks and little 
pockets on the rock, such as: Red Alumroot, 
Rocky Mountain Maple, Creeping Mahonia, Eaton 
Penstemon, to name a few. No doubt about it, at 
times, when dirt from the cracks above fill your 
eyes, as you approach that fine line between 
staying on the rock or falling, you may ask 
yourself: What am I doing here? But, then again, 
if you think about it, aren't these the same type of 
questions you asked yourself when you first start-
ed to climb, or maybe on your first real demanding 
lead? 

In conclusion, some climbers will find a comfor-
table little niche and stay there, while other climb-
ers will continue to push their limits for more self-
control, or just to find new and more demanding 
experiences. Is the limestone test for you? El 
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RETURN TO EVEREST Jff  Iff a 

a sentimental journey 
Text and Photos by Charles S. Houston, M.D. 

"There you will find. . . nothing but sceneries 
and sceneries all around, and it is told that the 
beauty and grandeur are simply marvellous and 
enchanting. . ." 

The place was Solah Khumbu, valley home of 
the Sherpas in Nepal, the time, 1950, and the writ-
er the wife of the great Everest Tiger Angtharkay. 
She was regretting that her husband could not join 
the five of us on our walk across Nepal to examine 
the southern face of Everest—the first foreigners 
ever to make this journey. 

Nepal, in 1950, had been hermetically sealed to 
outsiders for over a century, but even when limited 
entry was allowed visitors were restricted to the 
valley of Kathmandu. How my father managed to 
obtain such a coveted permission has never been 
clear to me. He invited Betsy Cowles, Andy Bake-
well and me to join him, at the last minute adding 
Bill Tilman whom he met in Kathmandu. We were 
all familiar with the Himalayas and fascinated 
with the prospect of Nepal. With inadequate maps 
and only a vague idea of where we were wandering, 
an inexperienced but willing military escort of five 
wonderful Sherpas, and with light provisions for a 
month, we walked across the grain of valleys and 
ridges, bemused by everything. The post-monsoon 
weather was perfect, ripe oranges abounded, and 
everyone we met was friendly and intensely 
curious about these strangers. In three weeks we 
crossed from the Indian border at Jogbani to the 
rim of Tibet. Each day we climbed several thou-
sand feet up rough trails, over sharp ridges and 
down into deep valleys. During the first week, we 
passed through many small villages and over thou-
sands of cultivated terraces, carved out of the 
steep hillsides. Then the country grew wilder; 
there were more forests of holly, spruce, and huge 
rhododenrons; the mountains were capped with 
snow. At last we crossed a pass guarded by a 
splendid Buddhist tower (a chorten) and walked 
down to the Dudh Kosi River which flows directly 
from Everest. In a few more days we reached 
Namche Bazaar, a trading post near the frontier 
with Tibet, now home of many of the best known 
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Sherpa climbing porters. Namche was exciting: 
there was one policeman with real brass buttons, 
many Tibetan refugees from the Chinese take-over, 
and limitless supplies of chang (Tibetan beer), 
buttered tea and rakshi (rice brandy), all of which 
had to be consumed out of good manners, regard-
less of consequences. The best was still to come. 

"On the way [to Everest] you will find places 
like Tengbuzey, Pangbuzey and Dingbuzey. . . very 
sacred places. These Buddhist monasteries are 
governed by lamas of very high standard of spiri-
tual advancement." 

And so we found. Thyangboche (modern spell-
ing) is surely one of the most spectacular places in 
all the Himalayas—an intriguing cluster of stone 
buildings perched on a ridge, looking north to the 
wall of Nuptse-Lhotse, with the summit of Everest 
behind. To the south is the deep-shadowed gorge 
of the Dudh Kosi River and the massive bulk of 
Kwangde above, all surrounded by delicate snow-
capped peaks. The lamas welcomed us warmly; we 
talked, sipped tea, gave medicine, and took pic-
tures. In a special ceremony we met the 
fourteen-year-old Abbott, reincarnation of his 
deceased predecessor, and photographed treasures 
brought out of the gloomy library into the sunny 
courtyard. The lamas showed us a 'devil dance,' 
we exchanged gifts and received blessings. Then 
Tilman and I left our friends to the hospitality of 
the monastery and hurried up the valley toward 
Everest. Uncertain of the best approach, we 
fortunately went westerly, passing juniper-covered 
Pheriche, up the jumbled moraines of the Khumbu 
Glacier, almost to the opening of the great gulf 
below Everest—the West Cwm. To see this better, 
we crossed the glacier and climbed to 19,000 feet 
on the lower slopes of Pumori, known as Kala 
Patar. 

For a long time we looked at the terrible icefall 
coming out of the West Cwm, writing later that we 
thought that approach to be very dangerous and 
difficult, perhaps impossible. Beyond it, we could 
not see. Our statement was inconclusive, based on 
the state of the art of climbing in 1950: since then 



hundreds of people have entered the Cwm, and 
several dozen have died, while a hundred have 
reached the summit. Tilman and I turned back, re-
joined our companions for a final visit to 
Thyangboche, and walked back to India, brooding 
over what might happen to this lovely place now 
that it had been opened to outsiders. Other climb-
ers were sure to come; Nepalese society would 
certainly be changed—but would such 'progress' 
be good or bad? Just how swift and drastic the 
westernization of Nepal would be, we could not 
guess. 

Thirty years later, after hundreds of parties had 
penetrated almost every valley and onto most 
mountains in Nepal, I agreed to lead a Mountain 
Travel trek to support the American Research 
Expedition to Everest, with my son as trip doctor. 
We met our seventeen companions in Kathmandu 
in late September and began the long walk. Thou-
sands have made and described this trek and I will 
not repeat what has been said. In twenty days we 
covered about one hundred seventy-five miles, 
each day's routine carefully planned and pleasant-
ly directed by the Sherpas whom we found as 
friendly, funny, and unspoiled as they were three 
decades before. The monsoon was just ending and 
it rained a bit of each day, bringing out some un-
pleasant leeches. Each day we faced a climb of 
three to four thousand feet, and a similar descent. 
But the days flew by most happily for our conge-
nial group. There were eleven men and eight 
women, ranging from nineteen to sixty-nine years 
in age. Nine were doctors, two nurses, and the rest 
had assorted careers, so conversations were varied 
and interesting - though we were often too breath-
less and too awed by what we saw to talk. 

I had feared the changes would be extensive and 
mostly bad, and I had been warned of deforesta-
tion, erosion, litter and hordes of tourists. We were 
agreeably surprised. For the first ten days the trail 
runs through country settled for centuries, ter-
raced heavily, and much of it stripped of trees a 
long time ago. Then the route goes higher through 
wild, wooded country where trees have been cut 
for centuries, but are still plentiful. Except along 
the new truck road, which is slowly worming its 
way into the mountains, we saw no erosion to 
speak of, and beyond the roadhead the villages 
were almost unchanged: some western goods were 
found everywhere, people spoke more English, a 
few had watches, and there was even a rare tran- 

sistor radio. The children begged for candy or pen-
nies or ballpoint pens, showing us their school 
copy books, and one could see traces of the outside 
world here and there. But these were small com-
pared to what I expected. There were many 
schools and an occasional Nepalese clinic, but 
people seemed neither fatter nor thinner, healthier 
or sicker—or, in fact, much different than in 1950. 
For much of one day we walked down a newly 
made trail, where huge trees had been felled—and 
still lay untouched, suggesting that here, at least, 
there was no shortage of wood. As we entered the 
Dudh Kosi River valley and approached Namche 
Bazaar, I anticipated more change—but saw very 
little. 

Comparing photos taken in 1950 with those in 
1981, there is no apparent deforestation over most 
of the route we travelled. There is said to be a 
great deal in the Arun Valley —but we saw none—
and no erosion other than that normal to such 
mountainous terrain. We were ahead of the annual 
tourist traffic and saw few outsiders and not much 
litter. In brief, I found the country surprisingly 
and happily much the same. 

Namche Bazaar is perhaps twice as big, and 
cleaner, and more attractive than in 1950. It is 
now a busy, prosperous, and international market-
place where one can buy all sorts of mountaineer-
ing equipment and food from a dozen countries, 
abandoned by expeditions. Much English. is 
spoken, and one can have hot showers for seventy 
cents, and stay at several Sherpa inns for a dollar 
or so. The walk to Thyangboche, the wooded hills, 
the birds are unchanged. The lamasery itself is 
somewhat larger, and a new dormitory inn has 
been built, looking north to Everest. There is more 
litter here, and the monks rather slyly offer some 
of their 'treasures' for sale. But the mountains, the 
air, the heady exhilaration of this remote and 
beautiful spot wash away the minor blemishes. 
The walk up the valley is incredibly beautiful, and 
here there are more trees, if any change has 
occurred. Pangboche is a beautifully forested mon-
astery town, and beyond and above is Pheriche 
where we began to see more important changes. In 
1950, Pheriche was a wild pasture area, with one or 
two huts, a few stone walls, and plenty of dwarf 
juniper. Today, there are dozens of houses, a clinic 
and two inns, and a maze of sod-topped stone 

Text continued on page 28 

Photos on next page 
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THE ALASKA FACT R 
By Talbot Bielefeldt 

Jungle and snow—something out of a night-
mare. Spruce branches laced tight as a wire fence, 
catching my sixty-pound pack. The snow under-
neath rotten with depth hoar, unable to support 
the skis. If I can just edge up this log. . . No! The 
spruces snap back, the ski tails break through the 
crust, the pack and I go down, sinking in the 
mealy snow, branches closing over us. Alan 
Kearney skis up to the crater, takes a couple of 
pictures, and shrugs, "That's the Alaska Factor." 

Alan, his wife Shari, and Malcolm Ulrich were 
Alaska Range veterans. A week earlier, when we 
landed on the Kahiltna Glacier to begin a 125-mile 
trek around 17,400-foot Mt. Foraker, the three of 
them needed to find a way of communicating to 
me the scale of Alaskan mountains. "Look at 
those walls!" I exclaimed, gawking at the faces of 
Foraker, Mt. Hunter and Mt. McKinley. "They 
must be 2,000 feet high!" (Discrete coughing.) 

"More like 8,000," said Alan. "That's the 
Alaska Factor— everything is bigger than it 
looks." 

Sixteen skiing days had been allotted to the 
circle of Foraker, with four additional days set 
aside for bad weather. We did not plan to spend all 
of our storm days within sight of the landing strip. 
We dug out from a three-day blizzard on the 
Kahiltna facing a week's forced march to our first 
air-landed cache on the other side of the mountain. 
That, Alan explained, was also the Alaska Factor. 

Galen Rowell's account of a 1978 trip around 
Mt. McKinley was fresh in our minds as we skied 
toward Kahiltna Pass. ". . . we started up what ap-
peared to be a 401  slope," he wrote of the climb. 
"A thin frost layer disguised blue ice underneath. 
I led on front points without finding belays. . ." 
We assaulted the pass in crampons, armed with ice 
screws and hammers, feeling a little silly when it 
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turned out to be a snow slog. Shari led the rope 
over the top and down the other side through an 
icefall on the Peters Glacier. 

"This is supposed to be a ski trip, right?" I 
yelled from the end of the line. "How come we're 
climbing down?" The others exchanged glances. 

"Your lead," Alan said. I took a dozen steps and 
fell up to my waist in a hidden crevasse. The skis 
stayed on the packs. By the time we reached 
Peters Basin, 2,600 feet below, I could feel every 
inch of my tightly-reefed crampon straps through 
the sides of my cross-country ski boots. 

Peters Basin should have been nordic skiing at 
its best—rolling terrain, green wax, a few inches of 
light snow over a windpack base. Just kick and 
glide and. . . "Hey! Watch the rope!" 

"You watch the rope —you're pulling me back!" 
"So? Slow down!" During glacier travel the 

ropes came off only in camp, and only after a safe 
perimeter around the tent had been probed for 
crevasses. Skiing up the Kahiltna the rope had 
been a minor inconvenience. Sliding down or 
across the flat, any differences in glide between 
skiers produced a yo-yo effect that strained ski 
technique and human relations to the limit. 

Our roped skiing improved with practice, in time 
for us to take advantage of a silky ride down a 
branch of the Straightaway Glacier below the 
spectacular ice cliffs of Kahiltna Dome. We looked 
forward to a two-day descent to the tundra that 
would provide an easy path around the north side 
of Mt. Foraker. Alaskans had mentioned that 
1980-81 was a dry winter, but we did not realize 
the extent of the drought until our bases ripped 
across sharp stones disguised under a skiff of new 
snow. In an hour our manufacturer-donated, next-
year's-model, factory-fresh skis looked like the 
culls from a secondhand rental program. 

It became clear that windblown and south-
facing slopes below 6,000 feet had been completely 



bare before the last snowfall. The storm on the 
Kahiltna was the only reason we did not walk 
down the north side of the range with the skis in 
our hands. "That Alaska Factor," Alan said. ". 
it can be for you or against you." As it was, we 
had to dig out crampons and ice axes to climb 
through the bare seracs of the lower Straightaway. 

For all their height and depth, big mountains 
have very limited vistas. The next soaring wall is 
always just across the valley. We had a different, 
very intense experience of exposure when we rock-
eted out of a narrow stream gulley at the toe of the 
glacier onto the rolling tundra-covered foothills. 
The northern horizon was suddenly flat and far 
away. Tundra, forests, rivers and sky all merged 
together in a hazy distance. Without the prejudice 
of modern geography, I would have said I was 
looking off the edge of the earth. 

Where was that easy path around the north side 
of the mountain? We were off the glaciers, un-
roped, but our speed hardly improved. The foot-
hills were cut by stream gullies filled with thick 
willows and rotten frost snow. From those brush-
bucket valleys we rarely even saw Mt. Foraker. 
And where was spring? It was April, and we were 
out of the mountains! An arctic wind blew off the 
northern plain, pinching us in the tail during the 
day and keeping us up for hours in the sub-zero 
dark to melt drinking water over the stoves. 

"Now if you folks get in trouble," glacier pilot 
Cliff Hudson had told us, "just stamp a message 
in the snow. Someone will be flying around. Stamp 
anything— stamp OUT." The only planes we saw 
were high-flying military transports. The north 
side of the Alaska Range lies within Mt. McKinley 
(Denali) National Park, and no landings are per-
mitted within the park boundary. Although Mt. 
Foraker was first climbed from this side in 1934, 
the convenience of air service to the southern glac-
iers outside the park has lured most expeditions 
away from the north slope. 

"Never," Alan remarked, "have I been so far 
away from people!" 

Down in my crater in the spruce thicket, I was 
ready to bring in the bulldozers. "Mine it! Log it! 
Build hamburger stands!" I moaned. "Out! Start 
Stamping!" 

"What happened?" Shari asked when she skied 
up. 

"A-Factor got him," Alan said. 

Apparently the Alaska Factor accounted for 
anything too big, far, cold, hard, sudden or 
strange to be easily understood. It described sup-
per freezing in the bowls before we could finish 
eating; the lunch spot just over the next hill that 
we were still trying to get to the next day; the 
ability of the northern lights to make us crawl out 
into the night in our underwear, just to see. To be 
fair, the Alaska Factor also has to explain our 
tropical camp the last day on the tundra. In a 
sheltered valley below the Chedotlothna Glacier we 
found running water, dry heather and sun-warmed 
rocks. After days of lifeless barrens we had 
ptarmigan running by the tent. Fox tracks criss-
crossed the snow in the morning, presumably on 
the trail of the ptarmigan. Dall sheep watched us 
leave from the ridge above. 

We went back to the heart of winter, climbing 
up the glacier in full harness into a bitter wind. 
While Mal and I wrestled with the tent that night, 
the Kearneys skied off in the storm to search for 
our cache, airdropped miles up glacier and out of 
our way to avoid an in-park landing. Above us we 
faced an unnamed, unmentioned, avalanche-
scarred pass across the west ridge of Foraker back 
to the south side of the range. 

Snow flurries gusted down the slope the next 
day as Alan led straight up the fall line, trying to 
avoid cutting loose a slide. Each step had to be 
kicked half a dozen times in the deep snow before 
it would hold a climber's weight. The ice axes, our 
only real anchor, sank into the slope up to our 
elbows. The furrow we were plowing up the hill 
made it easy to ignore the steepness of the pitch. I 
gladly accepted the false sense of security, trying 
not to think of the piles of avalanche rubble we 
had crossed at the bottom of the climb. At the end 
of a long afternoon we crawled through a rocky 
gap and plunge-stepped down a short slope into a 
gentle bay of the Yentna Glacier. 

The last ten days of skiing, whatever else they 
had offered, had been marked by variety—tundra, 
moraine, icefalls and forest. Now we entered the 
great southern valleys and the spectacular tedium 
of big glaciers. Down the Yentna, up the Lacuna: 
a slow voyage tacking across a rolling sea of ice 
ridges and crevasses. Spring arrived at last. Days 

to next page, please 
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of brilliant sun heated the valleys and stewed the 
afternoon snow. The morning's blue wax slipped 
after lunch; the evening klister froze to the snow 
when we put the skis on the next day. Finally we 
stripped the skis and slogged on with climbing 
skins stuck to the bases. The scenery became more 
than familiar. Any feature of the landscape took 
two days to come into view and pass behind us. 
No cliff or icefall was so spectacular that we could 
not get tired of looking at it. 

With the exception, that is, of Mt. Foraker. 
First the toe of a ridge appeared around a bend of 
the valley, then a buttress, a hanging glacier, and 
finally the whole bulk of the mountain—nearly 
10,000 feet from base to summit—came into view 
for practically the first time since we had left the 
Kahiltna. For three days the wall grew larger and 
larger, until our necks were sore from looking up 
at it. At a pass below the first pitches of the 
French Ridge, with the cliff face a few yards away, 
I felt oddly shy, as if I had bumped into a 
celebrity. 

We had almost come full circle. Skiing in long 
Telemarks down a branch of the Kahiltna, roped 
up and in synch at last, we crossed snowshoe 
tracks headed for Foraker's southeast ridge. Dur-
ing a lunch stop half an hour later, Mal broke a 
long silence to mutter, "Those tracks gave me a 
really odd feeling." I felt it also. After more than 
two weeks of solitude, the sight of footprints in the 
snow was enough to bring on culture shock. 

"Kahiltna International" was busy. Planes 
buzzed in and out, climbers called to each other in 
several languages, friends dropped by to invite us 
to a party. We hung around camp, subdued, wait-
ing for our flight. The Kearneys, who were staying 
on the glacier to climb, had an airdrop waiting 
when we arrived. They set up their own tent, leav-
ing Mal and I to rattle around in the four-man 
hanger. We all shared one last dinner and a bottle 
of wine, but already we were two separate groups. 
I was among the "outs." 

Hudson's son Jay flew the plane. As he took off 
and banked to head down glacier, Mt. Foraker 
filled the entire window. "Well, what'll it be first?" 
he yelled over the engine. "Cheeseburgers or 
showers?" Watching the mountain shrink behind 
us, I didn't care. For some reason—some unex-
plainable factor—I wanted to take another lap.  El 
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SCREE 
continued from page 9 

Speleological Expedition to Papua New Guinea 
Now in process is the organization of the Mount 

Kaijende Expedition which will take place from 
July to September, 1982. This U.S. based expedi-
tion is being fielded on the limestone massif of 
Mount Kaijende, near Porgera in the Enga Prov-
ince of New Guinea. 

Mount Kaijende is a summit of 3,798m rising 
from the western end of an extensive alpine pla-
teau which has a general elevation of over 3,000m. 
Aerial surveys depict the plateau as a labyrinth of 
sharp limestone pinnacles which slice through the 
deep forests to heights of lOOm or more. The abun-
dant rains which have given this spectacular land-
scape its birth gather around the pinnacles in 
streams which flow short distances into bowl-
shaped depressions and open cave mouths. The 
water flows underground through the mountain to 
arise in large springs in the valleys 1,500m or more 
lower down. 

According to records, the alpine plateau is unex-
plored. Certainly, it is too high and too inhospit-
able to have ever been a site of habitation for the 
New Guinea Islanders. Mount Kaijende itself was 
ascended for the first time only in April, 1981, by a 
reconnaissance party for the expedition. The small 
group, headed by expedition member Neil Ryan, 
looked out on a landscape of startling beauty and 
ruggedness. With its pure limestone, high rainfall 
and tropical warmth, the area offers exceptional 
promise for the discovery of extensive cave sys-
tems. 

Expedition leadership is being shared by Donna 
Mroczkowski (an American), Neil Montgomery (an 
Australian) and Neil Ryan (a Papua New Guinea 
resident). All are cavers of over ten years experi-
ence who have participated in many expeditions 
and who have been on previous expeditions to 
Papua New Guinea. 

The Mount Kaijende Expedition is asking the 
support of their friends. For a $15 donation, you 
will receive a color poster depicting a cave found 
on the expedition. For a $25 or more donation, you 
will receive both a poster and an expedition 
T-shirt. 

Address for tax deductible donation is: Mount 
Kaijende Expedition, 1218 South Marguerita 
Avenue, No. 5, Aihambra, California 91803. 
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MAN AND ALTITUDE STORY OF 
BY CHARLES S. HOUSTON, M.D. 

"and therefore there is nothing that so 
suddenly, and with so great force, doth alter 
us as the change in the aire we breathe.. .there 
the element of the aire is so subtile and 
delicate as is not proportionable with the 
breathing of man..." Joseph Acosta, 1604 

For a featherless biped without wings man 
has done surprisingly well at getting high 
into the atmosphere about him. In the course 
of mountaineering, ballooning, flying, or 
rocketing into space, we have painfully 
learned how dangerous great altitude may 
be. Thousands of strong, healthy, often 
young persons have become seriously ill and 
scores have died needlessly because they did 
not know or would not believe that lack of 
oxygen can easily disable and kill. 

GOING HIGH deals briefly with the 
history of man's exploration of the air in 
which we live like fish in water, and how the 
composition and weight of the atmosphere 
was determined. The book examines how we 
learned about the heart, the lungs, and the 
blood and came to understand their func-
tions. Most of the book describes the prob-
lems caused by lack of oxygen at high altitude 
and during certain illnesses at sea kvel, using  

many examples drawn from real life. There 
are many illustrations from old prints, 
modern photographs and medical drawings. 

GOING HIGH is not a medical textbook - 
and is written in non-technical language - but 
it will interest many doctors and scientists. 
Nor is it a mountaineering or skiing book, but 

anyone who goes 
above 10,000 feet 

should read it 
because, to 
the surprise 
of many, ser-
ious illness 

that altitude and 

book will interest any 
curious person who 

wants to know how we 
learned about our envi- 

ronment and our bodies, and how we 
function under normal conditions and under 
the dangerous stress of oxygen lack. An ex-
tensive bibliography of old and modern liter-
ature on the subject makes this a unique book 
for both medical and non- medical readers. 

GOING HIGH: The Story of Man and 
Altitude. Charles S. Houston, M.D. 
200 pages 36 illustrations 
51/2 by 81/2  paper Feb. 1981 $10 
ISBN 0-930410-12-2 

BOTH BOOKS AVAILABLE from 
C. S. Houston M.D. 
77 Ledge Road 
Burlington, VT 05401 

For overseas air include 
postage with order. 

- ______ A collection of 55 papers -the Mt 
HIGHITALI 11 LJDE Logan research 1967-79 dealing with high 

PHYSIOLOGY SDY altitude. 267pp, 18 iii. 8½by 11, paper. $15 
postpaid US and Canada. 



Southern Colorado's Mountains of Sand 
Text and Photos by David Mazel 

The Sangre de Cristo mountains of southern 
Colorado hold much allure for the climber. The 
granite-ribbed Sierra Blanca massif soars to a high 
point of 14,345 feet, while the jagged Crestone 
Peaks also top 14,000 feet and offer technical 
climbing routes as well. But peaks such as these, 
impressive as they are, can be found elsewhere in 
the Rocky Mountain states and in California; what 
really makes this region unique are the huge sand 
dunes piled at the mountains' base. 

Covering an area of perhaps 50 square miles and 
rising to heights of about 700 feet, the Great Sand 
Dunes owe their existence to the persistent north-
easterly winds that sweep across the and San Luis 
Valley, carrying with them fine sand particles 
eroded from the distant San Juan range. As the 
wind approaches the abrupt wall of the Sangre de 
Cristo, it funnels into the low gap of Medano Pass, 
gaining elevation and dropping its sandy burden 
in the process. 

Standing at the base of peaks that rise as much 
as 6,000 feet above the surrounding level, it is 
difficult at first to appreciate how massive the 
dunes really are. To do that, they have to be 

ISH =nT L i  g 

The ultimate backpacking chair. Gives FULL BACK SUPPORT, 
folds up flat, 26"x16"x11/2". Same weight as a 16 oz. CAN OF 
BEER. 250 LB. CAPACITY. Optional 4 oz. headrest, snaps on & 
off. ONE YEAR WARRANTY. COLORS: BLUE, GREEN, RED. 
Send for free information. Order factory direct or see your local 
mtn. shop. CHAIR $46.50, HEADREST $13.50, shipping $2.00 
within Con. U.S., Canada $4.00, Other $10.00. VISA & MC, 
Calif. res. add 6% tax. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 
FULL REFUND! Original design & mfg. since 1977 by FREE-
FORM R & D, 1539 MONROVIA AVE. #23, NEWPORT 
BEACH, CA 92663, USA (714) 646-3217. 
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climbed—on foot, necessarily, as no jeeps or bug-
gies are allowed on the sand. Walking in the loose 
grit is more strenuous than you might think—
about like climbing in deep, soft snow, unless a 
recent rainfall has moistened the surface and 
firmed it up. Hikers should be forewarned that the 
dune surface gets awfully hot in the summertime-
-take shoes, though if the sand isn't too hot at 
the moment you may well elect not to wear them. I 
also wouldn't recommend any extended treks if the 
wind is blowing very hard, which is usually the 
case in spring. Perhaps the best way to see the 
dunes is to pack up water, food, and sleeping bags, 
leaving in the cool of the afternoon, spending the 
night, and returning the next morning before 
things heat up again. Try hiking after dark—the 
dunes are easily negotiable, in fact, quite 
enchanting by moonlight. 

While wandering across the dunes you'll see 
that they're not completely barren. Patches of 
grass and bright yellow sunflowers grow in shel-
tered pockets here and there, temporarily stabiliz-
ing the sand around them. Spiders and beetles 
lumber about on lonely, incomprehensible errands. 
Occasionally you see tracks of birds and of small 
mammalian nightprowlers, and find yourself won-
dering how they manage to eke out an existence 
amid so much sterility. But mostly what you see is 
sand, miles and miles of it, undulating softly away 
toward the horizon. Once in a blue moon you 
might find a fulgurite, a coarse-textured, glassy 

COMMENTARY NO. 5 
We were in Japan for the month of November: a country with a 20% 
personal savings rate. We saw people tending small outdoor stands 
at temperatures near freezing, and a woman picking up trash in a 
beautiful valley with waterfalls and only a footpath. 

Merely holding a job, without working hard, seems so uncommon! 
Yet, there is time for relaxation. Courtesy and consideration are 
everywhere, and attitudes here were quite a shock on return. It's not 
surprising that so many fine mountaineers come from Japan. 

We make snowshoe bindings and crampon straps by hand. Our cata-
log is 20 cents, and the Supplement is 50 cents more—sorry, it's not 
done yet; we'll mail when it is. Jack Stephenson's article on tent 
condensation will be included. 

BRUCE BECK, Dept. M 
4025 State Street, No. 54 

Santa Barbara, Calif. 93110 USA 



Hiking into the dune mass. 

chunk of fused sand formed when a lightning bolt 
struck the dune surface. (The Park Service warns 
hikers to stay off the crests during stormy weath- 
er; nobody wants to become a human fulgurite.) 

The first Yankees to see the dunes were mem- 
bers of an exploring party led by Zebulon Pike. It 
was during the winter of 1806-7, and the vaunted 
explorer was having an off year. He'd earlier failed 
to climb the high peak that later would bear his 
name, and more recently had left several of his 
men behind with severely frostbitten feet, too 
weak to continue through the high country snows. 
He was, in fact, quite lost and would go on to fail 
in his main objective of finding the source of the 
Red River, eventually returning homeward under 
Spanish military escort So it is understandable 
that Pike made only the briefest mention of the 
64 sandy hills that confronted him as he stumbled 
out of the snowbound Sangre de Cristos For the ®r-,Iz, 
next hundred years the few other people to see 
them seemed to agree that they weren't good for 
much, and it wasn't until 1930 that the unique for- - 

mation was made into a national monument. 

Nowadays, of course, the Great Sand Dunes are 
a lot easier to get to, and while passing through on 
your way to the high peaks, it is well worthwhile 
to stop for a day or two and play in the sand. 
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'DO" "i a jct1O" POCks 

Incredibly Comfortable • Extremely Tough. 
Complete Adjustability • Gigantic 4200 cu. in. 
The Dolt K2 is the perfect pack for expeditions, 
long backpacks or winter mountaineering. Its 
tensed mesh backband contours comfortably 
around the back, closely following the wearer's 
movements, yet allowing free air flow. So for 
trips packed with action, depend on the Dolt K2... 

it's the "Action Pack"! 
DOLT of California 
10455W. Jefferson Boulevard I OLT Culver City, CA 90230 I 
(213) 836-1842 
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RETURN 

To 

EVEREST 
continued from page 15 

walls. The juniper has all been cut for fuel, and the 
grass overgrazed. 

New hamlets have appeared at Phulang, Dughia 
and Lobuje, most of them badly littered; the glac-
ier streams are obviously polluted. As one goes 
further up the great Khumbu Glacier, passing the 
white pinnacles of ice (the 'ice ships' peculiar to 
the Khumbu and Baltoro Glaciers) evidence of the 
many expeditions increases. The litter is bad; one 
wishes the Government of Nepal would require 
parties to carry out much more waste than they 
produce, for unlike many areas, the litter here will 
not disappear beneath the ice for decades. 

But the mountains dominate incredibly. Man's 
impact is but a flyspeck on a vast wall of towered 
snow and rock. No one 'conquers' these peaks: a 
few may stand on a summit for brief instants in 
time, but thanks only to the sufferance of nature. 
"Surely the gods live here" said Kipling's Kim, 
and he was speaking for many who have been 
awed by this magnificence. 

After a day at the Everest Base Camp we 
turned homeward, walking sadly back to Thyang-
boche, Namche, and soon to the small airstrip at 
Lukia for our flight to Kathmandu. Along the way 
we met the first groups of tourists: hundreds of 
them struggling and gasping in the thin air, blis-
tered, sunburned, out of shape (by our toughened 
standards) on their way to "do Everest." It was 
depressing even though neither the country nor 
the people seem to be damaged by this seasonal 
tide. We were sad to leave the Khumbu, but glad 
to leave the trekkers, and return to the frankly 
tourist crowd in Kathmandu. 

For all of us it had been a happy, healthy (for 
the most part) month, a journey to a culture still 
little changed, an environment so beautiful and 
seeming so permanent that it is hard to believe. 
For those who are afraid (as I had been) to go back 
to Nepal, take courage—it is much the same, and 
will be, for a long time. El 



Recent Books., 

BACKCOUNTRY SKIING, The Sierra Club Guide to Skiing 
off the Beaten Track by Lito Tejada-Flores, Sierra Club Books, 
San Francisco, California, 1981. Paperback, 297 pages. Illus-
trated. Price $8.95. 

Nine years ago Lito Tejada-Flores and Allen Steck wrote 
Wilderness Skiing which got many of us interested in going on 
skinny skis into the mountains. Now the sport has progressed 
so far that Tejada-Flores has found it necessary to write 
another book to cover new techniques and equipment and 
strategies of skiing. 

Tejada-Flores teaches skiing, and his experience shows in 
his casual manner of getting across a lot of information. He ad-
vises the beginner to keep things simple and not let waxes and 
waxing become a bugaboo. Likewise, he doesn't believe one 
should be fascinated with equipment but should just get out 
and ski. 

The illustrations by the author suit the text—simple, under-
standable line drawings. Some of the drawings show the skier 
from behind as if the reader were following him down the 
slope. It makes it easier to remember which is the right ski and 
which is the left. 

The first part of the book covers techniques and gear in 
enough detail to satisfy the beginner and the advanced skier. 
(For encyclopedic information, Tejada.Flores refers the reader 
to Michael Brady's Cross Country Ski Gear.) Rather than 
simply describing equipment, the author discusses it and sug-
gests how to go about choosing equipment that is appropriate 
to the various sections of the country. Here, and elsewhere, the 
preferences he states for specific products can be helpful to 
people faced with the sometimes difficult decisions involved in 
buying equipment. 

Discussions of skiing techniques emphasize downhill balance 
and control. Tejada-Flores shows all the turns usually regard-
ed as being possible only on Alpine skis. He has a nice way of 
interjecting inspirational comments when the instructions get 
hairy to give reassurance that more is possible than thought. 
He cautions not to go to extreme and use only one technique, 
for example, telemark, just because it's in vogue, but rather to 
adapt to the winter landscape, using whatever techniques are 
best for the situation. 

He finally admits that when the going gets rough, it's time 
for plastic Alpine touring boots, Ramer bindings, and other 
Alpine touring gear. This gets the backcountry skier into "ad-
vanced Alpine turns" for skiing powder, crud, and the steep 
and " super- steep," i.e., slopes steeper than those found at any 
lift-served ski area! At this point, he says, "backcountry ski-
ing blends with mountaineering, and climbing skills are as im-
portant as skiing ability in pulling off some of these feats." 
And, feats they are. It made me feel like an armchair skier. It 
was reassuring when he introduced the skier's glissade and the 
skier's self-arrest. 

There is a good discussion of snow and the effects topogra-
phy and weather have on it and on travel on it. Avalanches are 
dealt with in depth. The section about coping with avalanches 
has just enough grimness to forestall any ideas of macho be-
havior on questionable slopes. 

I highly recommend Backcountry Skiing for its informa-
tional contents and its inspiration. The author's love of the 
mountains comes through in his poetic observations, one of 
which seems appropriate to conclude with: "Keep your sights 
on snowy, distant summits, your heart in the backcountry, 
and your skis pointed toward untracked snow; and you'll find 
that ski technique falls into its proper perspective." 

[The above review is by John Christian and is reprinted in part 
from "The American Alpine Club News," March 1982, No. 
160, by permission.] 

GORP, GLOP & GLUE STEW, Favorite Foods from 165 Out-
door Experts." by Yvonne Prater and Ruth Dyar Mendenhall. 
Published by The Mountaineers, 715 Pike St., Seattle, WA 
98101. Paperback. 197 pages. Cartoons by Dale Martin. 

The authors of Gorp, Glop & Glue Stew, Yvonne Prater and 
Ruth Dyar Mendenhall, are both active outdoor people and 
authors of note, who have combined their knowledge and wit 
into making a very unique cookbook for outdoor people. 

Gorp, Glop & Glue Stew represents contributions from 165 
well-known outdoor people from several continents. Each con-
tributor has shared their favorite recipe and given a short biog-
raphy of himself, as well as adding other bits of interest and 
humor connected with their cooking experiences in the back-
country. 

The book is divided into four main sections: Homemade 
Backpack Foods, Camp-Cooked Meals, Wild Food Feasting, 
and Better Food, Less Work. Each of these sections is then 
broken down further. For instance, Better Food, Less Work in-
cludes chapters on Easier Eating, Simplification Deluxe, and 
Just Not cooking. 

The authors claim that all recipes have been tested (with the 
possible exception of "Mouse Soup!") Yes, there's a recipe 
there for Mouse Soup—comes under the chapter of Wild Food 
Feasting! Recipes include one dish camp meals (everything 
goes into one pot) such as Coffeecan Stew, and the original 
Logan Bread which was first used by the 1950 Mt. Logan 
climbers from the University of Alaska. There are plenty of 
goodies in the way of deserts and snacks, too. For instance, 
Five Pound Fudge—don't know whether the name has to do 
with the weight of the fudge or the increase in weight of the 
person who consumes it There are recipes for every occasion: 
for the backpacker who likes to spend time cooking; for the 
wall climber who spends days on the wall, for the expedition 
climber, and also for those, who like Pete Schoening of Seattle, 
does not want to waste valuable time in the mountains by pre-
paring food. He'll settle for a rotten banana. 

And to add to an already fascinating cookbook, over 30 rol-
icking cartoons by Dale Martin are distributed throughout the 
book. 

In obtaining a copy of Gorp, Glop & Glue Stew, you are not 
only getting 165 tested recipes for the outdoors, but a delight-
ful commentary on outdoor experiences and some really enjoy-
able cartoons. 
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7We 7&Vdreqcee o Neadet 
Text and Photo by David P. Johnson 

In September, 1981, four members of The 
Ghoulwe Mountaineering Club, Jon Bowlin, Jim 
Orey, Dave Stam, and I departed North Lake, 
California for Mt. Mendel, with a bold plan: to 
climb simultaneously the left and right couloirs 
that split the north face of Mt. Mendel, and hope-
fully arrive on the summit at the same time. Dur-
ing the next three days we were to become both 
intimate friends and mortal enemies with the face, 
and even though we were successful with our goal, 
we all left with the feeling that Mendel had been 
kind to us this time and, like soldiers on a battle-
field, we would meet again. 

The hike to Mendel is easily one of the most 
beautiful in the Sierra: pines and aspen give way 
to rugged scenery and a sense that one is headed 
toward a mountain that has fortified itself well 
against intruders. The last obstacle, Lamarck Col, 
is a bad joke to a tired hiker, but the view you get 
as you pull over the top of the Col is certainly no 
joke. I'd heard stories of climbers getting to 
Lamarck Col and taking one look at the north face 
of Mendel and promptly turning around for the 
bars in Bishop, so I feared the worst. I wasn't 
disappointed. What were once incredibly steep 
snow couloirs in early and mid-season were now 
hideous looking black ice chutes, splitting the face 
like bolts of lightning against a darkened sky. The 
classic route, the right couloir, was solid ice from a 
hundred feet above the bergschrund, while the left 
couloir, though partially obscured by a rock but-
tress, appeared to have ice to within fifty feet of 
the summit. The 1,300-foot descent from Lamarck 
Col to Darwin Canyon only served to heighten our 
anxiety, for as one drops, the face begins to tower 
above menacingly. A quiet meal reflected our 
mood—cautious, isolated, excited, yet hesitant to 
show any sign of overconfidence: after all, look at 
that route! John and Jim were both experienced 
ice climbers with numerous respectable ascents to 
their credit, while Dave and I were primarily rock 
climbers, and so it was that when the moon came 
up over the Darwin Glacier, my restless eyes fol-
lowed its path for several hours before I was able 
to drift off to sleep. Little did I know that more 
than one pair of eyes were following the moon that  

night; such is the mystique of Mendel. 
Waking at 3 A.M., we ate a light breakfast and 

left camp at 4:30 by headlamp. Arriving at the 
base of the couloir as the light of morning pierced 
the cold silence, we put on our crampons and made 
the short walk to the bergschrund. With a few 
words of goodbye, Dave and I headed for the right 
couloir while John and Jim kicked steps towards 
the base of the more obscure left couloir. We made 
fast time on the lower angle of the first two pitch-
es, but it wasn't long before the firm snow gave 
way to hard ice. As we were climbing near the rock 
in order to get in the most minimal of protection, I 
could follow John and Jim's progress up the 45-
degree lower pitches of the left couloir. The crash-
ing sound of chunks of ice was grim evidence that 
the ice on their route was similar to ours -not hor-
ribly bad, but certainly not good. It usually took a 
half dozen swings of the alpine hammer before a 
solid hit was made. As the angle of the ice in-
creased, we reached a rock buttress that separates 
the left and right couloirs. I yelled one last, "See 
you on the summit," to John and Jim, and Dave 
and I focused our attention on the difficult section 
above. Narrowing to about 10 feet in width, the 
couloir began to live up to its reputation: steep 
60-degree ice, a cold wind blowing down from the 
top, and just enough loose rock to make things 
slightly more scary than they should have been. 

After 4 pitches, I led a short mixed rock and ice 
pitch that ended at a 125-foot ramp which looked 
to be 70 degrees, but in the dim light it appeared 
to have firm snow near its top. "Luck is on our 
side," I thought to myself, thinking we could put 
our tool into something without breaking off a 
mass of dinner-plating ice. But my elation turned 
to dismay as the sun's rays momentarily caught it 
as we were setting up a belay. The mirror 
reflection left no doubt that this wasn't firm snow. 
It was solid black ice. With hardly a word, but 
with an expression that echoed our tense mood, 
Dave led out quickly, placed an ice screw about 40 
feet out, and then in a breathtaking lead he led all 
the way to the top of the ramp without stopping. 
The ice was good enough that he felt confident of 
his tools and did not want to tire himself by stop-
ping to place any more ice screws. As I came up 
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This picture was taken looking straight down on Jon Bowlin leading the crux pitch of the left couloir on Mt. Mendel. The 

picture is deceptive; the angle above the leader is nearly vertical. 
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WE'RE NOT YOUR AVERAGE STORE... 

In fact, we're not even a store! We've taken a 
different approach. It has to be different if we're 
going to be able to save you money. 

Our mountaineering equipment prices are 
lower because we're strictly mail order. Since 
there's no headroom for slick catalogs without 
adding their cost to our gear, we've settled on 
plain-Jane pricesheets. Plus we write lots of 
replies, furnish equipment data, give opinions 
(and receive many ideas in return), and if we 
don't have the desired item we'll recommend 
another good source. 

So, if you don't mind getting on another 
mailing list, drop us a card indicating your par-
ticular climbing or backpacking interest. The 
sample prices below show we mean business. 
WE PAY SHIPPING.*  Send us a check now if 
you like! There's no order form with skinny 
lines to write between; we can handle your hand 
writing. 

Are EBs just $59 in your average store??? 

Item $ U.S. 

EB SUPER GRATTON SHOES 59.00 
EDELRID CLASSIC ROPE, 11 x 165 108.00 

CLASSIC DRYLINE 11 x 165 120.00 
EDELWEISS EXTREM 11 x 165 137.00 

8000+ (13-FALL) 11 x 165 164.00 
WHILLANS CLIMBING HARNESS 39.00 
JOE BROWN LIGHT HELMET (RED) 42.00 
INTERALP HELMET (RED) 25.00 
TUBULAR WEBBING, 1" x 100' 18.00 
CMI 8-RING $9; LARGE CLOG 8 18.00 
JUMAR ASCENDERS, PAIR 62.00 
SARA PULLEY, BUSHING 11.00 
BINERS: BONAITI ALU-D,5 EA. 23.00 

BONAITI ALU-O, 5 EA. 19.00 
LOCKING D $25, LOCKING 0 22.00 

SIMOND CHACAL ICE HAMMER 62.00 
CECCHINEL ICE AXE 62.00 

INTERALP ANNAPURNA ICE AXE 45.00 
DOLT K-2 PACK 95.00 
SHERPA LIGHTFOOT, TUCKER CLAW 128.00 
PRATER ELLENSBURG SNOWSHOES 95.00 
MOUNTAIN HOUSE SHRIMP CREOLE 4.20 
THERM-A-REST FULL LENGTH PAD 39.00 
CAMPBELL SADDLEWEDGE NO. 2-5, EA. 2.00 

SADDLEWEDGE NO.6-8, EA. 2.50 
DACHSTEIN MITTS, GRAY HIMAL 14.00 
DACHSTEIN CARDIGAN SWEATER 123.00 
TEKNA-LITE 2 CELL FLASHLIGHT 9.00 
CHALKBAG, UNLINED SMALL 7.00 

PILE LINED, LARGE 10.00 

*Calif residents add 6% tax 
(no tax on food) 

HAPPY CLIMBING! 

MOUNTAIN HIGH 1+A  ! LTD. 
824 WEST GRAAF RIDGECREST, CA 93555 (714)446-5643 

7e 1/4 4tecte o '2/te4tdeé 
continued from page 30 

and saw the more moderate angle of the remaining 
two pitches, I felt my nerves calm for the first 
time in two days. We were past the difficult sec-
tion now, and in a half hour we were coiling our 
rope at the top of the couloir. A short scramble 
and we were on the summit where we fully expect-
ed to find John and Jim napping in the sun, 
waiting for us. 

Passing near the top of the left couloir, I was 
surprised to hear voices from below. Looking over 
the edge it became evident why John and Jim 
weren't on top. The last 150 feet of the left couloir 
has a near vertical section of ice 40 feet long that 
narrowed to only 2 feet in width as it passed 
through a chimney, smooth on either side. After 
several pitches of good ice lower down on the 
route, John and Jim encountered two pitches of 
vertical rock and ice before, in amazement, they 
pulled over to see this steep section blocking their 
way to the summit. They had heard of an 80-degree 
bulge but it was supposed to be lower down on the 
route, and they were sure they had passed it. Was 
this someone's idea of a joke? Climbing 65-degree 
ice for 50 feet, John placed a Friend in a horizontal 
crack and started up the 80- to 90-degree, narrow-
ing, thin ice of the crux section. On the hardest 
part of the entire route, and 50 feet out from his 
belay, John tried desperately to get a good 
hammer placement, sending huge pieces of ice 
hurtling past Jim, into the void below. Moving on 
a minimal of front points, John groped the rock for 
a handhold, and finding none he blasted up what 
appeared to be two-inch thick ice to a good stance 
and a final belay. It had been a tense few minutes 
for us all, and it was several moments before John 
could relax enough to realize that the climb was 
over. Minutes later, we were united on the summit, 
joyous, tired, and aware that it was still a long trip 
back to basecamp, and it was almost six o'clock in 
the evening. Moving as fast as safety would allow, 
we stumbled into camp at nine-thirty, to a large 
dinner and an insomnia-free sleep. It had been a 
long, hard day. 

Looking back at the north face of Mendel as we 
labored up Lamarck Col the next morning, I 
thought of all the preconceptions I'd had of the 
route and how it had lived up to them all. It's a 
magnificent route on a spectacular mountain and, 
yes, it's hard, and cold, and scary, and tiring; but 
as we sat on Lamarck Col taking one last look at 
the route before heading for Bishop, we were 
making plans for our return trip. After all, misery 
has a habit of wearing off. LI 
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ReaOers 
Comment 

Dear Editor: 
While skiing out of the Tetons with a 

large pack in February of this year, I 
took a twisting fall and suffered a se-
verely sprained ankle near Spaulding 
Falls. The equipment in use was short 
mountaineering skis, Ramer bindings 
(1976 model) and tightly laced, stiff 
mountaineering boots (Kastinger Habler 
Superlichts). 

While reviewing his literature upon 
my return, Ramer states ". . . no release 
binding will operate reliably with such a 
boot (leather mountaineering boots), be-
cause the boot is often too soft and flexi-
ble to transmit critical release forces to 
the binding when needed. . . The result 
is, unfortunately, twisted knees, broken 
ankles, and an occasional spiral frac-
ture." (Ramer catalog, 1980, p.  5) 

Most shops selling this type of equip-
ment either do not have knowledge of, or 
simply do not inform the purchaser/user 
of these limitations. 

After my unpleasant and painful ex-
perience I would recommend that one 
use only very stiff plastic type boots 
with this binding. 

Use the lightest release tension pos-
sible, even if it means occasional prema-
ture release (my adjustment was "typi-
cal" downhill type release pressure—one 
that I could force a release from by 
twisting the boot/foot/leg while holding 
the ski stationary). Carry a first aid kit 
that includes adequate tape and effective 
pain killers, and have the knowledge to 
use it. 
John Morrone 
Boulder, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 
Rusty Baillie (Readers comment, Sum-

mit, January/February, 1982) comment-
ed on Thomas M. Holzel's article "The 
Search for Mallory and Irvine" (Summit, 
September/October, 1981) suggesting 
that interest in Mallory's and Irvine's 
fate is "morbid and goulish" and that 
Baillie would be inclined to destroy 
Mallory's camera and film, asking 
whether "it really matters who got there 
(to the summit of Mt. Everest) first." 

I would respectfully suggest that Mr. 
Baillie misses the point and does a dis-
service to Mr. Mallory. George Mallory 
on three expeditions to Mt. Everest and 
in his lectures and writings on the first  

two made an immense contribution to 
mountaineering and to the exploration of 
the mountain. If, in fact, with Irvine he 
achieved the summit on June 8, 1924, 
the fact should be known for his credit, 
not to diminish anyone else's later ac-
complishrnents. 

Mallory should have wanted the 
mountaineering community to know of 
his success. Surely, after 58 years, a 
search and examination can be conduct-
ed respectfully. The dismissal of Mal-
lory's and Irvine's fate as a "macabre 
matter" by an aspiring Everest climber 
sounds to me to be but another symptom 
of the "me generation." 
William R. Yowell 
Chicago, Illinois 

Dear Editor: 
I was most dismayed to receive the 

January-February issue of Summit and 
find our article (Ice Climbing in South-
ern California) printed without the 
pictures. 

This seems to me to be quite a blunder 
since the opening sentence of the article 
reads, "The climb pictured here. . ." I 
might add that reading the article makes 
it obvious that it is empty without ac-
companying photos. 
Bob Dominick 
Mt. Baldy, California 

[Editor's Note: We intended to print 
one picture in black and white, but un-
fortunately it did not get done. So, I 
guess we blundered in that we over-
looked the reference to a picture in the 
article. Sorry about that.] 

Dear Editor: 
Here is a possible solution to glasses 

icing over—it works on windows (Gord-
on Gover's letter of Jan.-Feb. '82). Sim-
ply take a bar of soap (castille is best) 
and rub it all over the glasses, inside and 
out. Then polish it up with a cloth (be 
sure to get plenty of soap on the lenses). 
When done well, no evidence of the soap 
will be visible on the glasses. This will 
take care of steaming and has worked in 
our climate (cold) for ice. Don't know if 
soap will work on plastic lenses, or even 
if it would be good for them. Better 

FOR THE HOTTEST HACKY YOU 
CAN SL4PA FOOTAGAINS771 

Send $7.95 + .50it  
shipping and handling to: 

5oc9 Westgaard Parachute Ent. Inc. 
Box 618, So. Laguna, CA 92677 

(Plus 6% Sales Tax for all California residents.) 

check with an optometrist for that. Not 
being a mountain climber, I don't know 
if this will pass the severe test of climb-
ing, but it should be worth an experi-
ment or two. By the way, it may be 
necessary to do it more than once a day, 
depending on the disparity of body-
environmental temperature. 
Claire Haser 
Mt. Hood, Oregon 

Dear Editor: 
Please advise Mr. Gower of Texas that 

he should purchase a good pair of climb-
ing goggles and then have his optome-
trist make up prescription lenses in the 
darkest color plastic or glass to fit the 
frame. It's much more convenient than 
trying to find something to fit over one's 
glasses. I did this about five years ago 
and wear them constantly. 

With regard to his fogging problem, I 
should think he could successfully treat 
his new lenses with any of the anti-
fogging devices on the market. 
Margaret Lundy 
Denver, Colorado 

V The 
Source 

For 
Climbing Gear 

• Chouinard 
• Forrest 
• Friends 
• Russ Anderson 
• Edeirid 
• PM! 
• Gibbs 
• SMC 
•MSR 
• Life-Link 
• Sherpa 
• Vuarnet 
• Silva 
• Dolt 
• Gookinaid E.R.G. 

FREE CATALOG 

California Mountain Company, Ltd. 
P0 Box 6602, Santa Barbara. CA 93111. (805) 9642462 
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It was an autumn morning in the High Sierra. 
Lodgepole pines rimmed a meadow of backlit gold-
en grass. In the crisp air a breeze rippled across a 
small lake. From a nearby talus slope came a 
sharp, high-pitched whistle sound "chek-ah" I 
looked in the direction of the mountain slide where 
the noise had come and saw nothing. Then another 
"chek-ah." This time a little furry head popped up 
from the rock pile and into the sunshine. It was a 
pika. He had become curious about the intruder in 
his world and was sounding an alarm. 

The pika is an alpine dweller, preferring to make 
his home in granite piles of talus and mountain 
slides. Pikas are found worldwide, and there are 
sixteen known species. Their range covers the 
western North American regions from southwest-
ern Alberta and southern British Columbia to 
northern New Mexico and the Sierra Nevada. The 
pika is also found in the European Alps and 
Himalayas. In Ladak, it has been seen at 16,000 
feet. 

The little pika I saw today is of the species 
princeps. He and other pikas of the world are in 
the family Ochotona. Ochotona princeps is found 
throughout all the high regions of the Sierra. 
Princeps resembles a guinea pig, appearing round 
and plump, with a body length of 6 to 81/2  inches, 
and weighing 4 to 6'/2 ounces. The pika is of the 
same order as rabbits [Lagomorpha] and is a close 
relative of the cottontail. Possibly because of this 
resemblance, the pika is called the cony, which is a 
misnomer, because the cony is a European rabbit. 
Another North American pika variety is the col-
lared pika [Ochotona collaris]. It ranges from 
southern Alaska through the southern part of the 
Yukon Territory, into the northwestern corner of 
British Columbia and into the Mackenzie Terri-
tory. His name derives from a greyish patch on the 
nape and shoulders. The North American pikas, 
like their neighbors the bighorn and marmots, 
trace their origin to the Pleistocene epoch or Ice 
Age. It was a time of alternate stages of hot, dry 
climates, and of cold, wet climates. During the 
cold periods, large parts of the northern half of the 
North American continent were submerged under 
vast sheets of snow and ice. Water locked up in 
glaciers exposed a land bridge across the Bering 
Straits, allowing the pika to cross from the Asian 
continent. 

I moved a little closer to the pika hiding in the 
mountain slide and sat down to watch him. The 
pika sensed that I was no immediate threat and  

scampered to the top of a rock where he stopped to 
get a better view of me. Apparently he decided it 
was safe to continue his busyment. He raced down 
to the fringe of a nearby meadow. Quickly he 
gathered some grass ends in his mouth. With the 
same haste he returned to his hiding place in the 
rocks and momentarily disappeared. Soon he 
popped his head up, whistled another Chek-ah," 
and was off for another mouthful of meadow grass. 
A few more trips must have convinced him that 
enough work had been done for the morning, as he 
remained in his talus hiding place and did not pop 
up again. I walked over to where he had vanished 
and peered into his hiding place. I did not find the 
little pika but discovered where he was taking the 
meadow grass. Within the shelter of the rock pile, 
he had stacked the grass on top of other vegeta-
tion, the whole sight a little pile of drying hay. The 
pika had been gathering meadow grass to add to 
his store of food which was to last him through the 
long winter months ahead. Pikas do not hibernate 
but remain active throughout the winter. They 
nibble on their haystacks when the world above is 
covered in deep snow. 

During forays to the edge of meadows, pikas 
must be alert for their mortal enemies the weasel 
and marten. The weasel's slender body enables it 
to seek the pika in rock crevices. Fortunately for 
the pika, winter snows drive the marten down into 
the forested regions. But, the weasel remains 
behind. His coat turns white, making him difficult 
to see. Unless the winter is dry, a mantle of snow 
will cover the pika's home. He will be protected 
from the weasel and also insulated from fierce 
windstorms above. While the pika is safe in his 
rock home, consuming his winter store, his neigh-
bor the marmot will be in hibernation, using up a 
reserve of fat put on during the summer and 
autumn months. His larger neighbor, the bighorn, 
will have followed the snowline to lower elevations 
where green food can be found. 

Next time while in pika territory, scan the talus 
slopes and mountain slides. Listen for the sound of 
the pika. If you hear him, take a moment to watch. 
There is a good chance that he will pop out of his 
rock home, and sensing no harm, will continue 
with his busyment. If it is fall, watch him gather 
his winter store. You may even discover his hay 
pile. For during the brief spell of summer and 
autumn in the high country, the pika must make 
hay while the sun shines. El 
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EQUIPMENT & SOFT WARE 

ADVANCED DESIGN BORGLITE PILE Cloth-
ing at very low prices; customizing options allow 
you to "build your own." For free brochure write: 
SEQUEL SOFTWARE, P.O. Box 3185, Durango, 
Colorado 81301. -------------------- 
CLIMBING GEAR AND MORE! Free Catalog & 
Price list. Member discount plan. Write: Interna-
tional Mountaineering, 290 North State Street, 
Lindon, Utah 84062. 

FINEST HARDWARE AND SOFTWARE, best 
prices and service that cares. Send $1.00 for price 
list (applied to first purchase) to BOLD 
VENTURES, LTD., 807 Asbury, Evanston, 
Illinois 60202. 

-------------------- 
MOUNTAIN ADVENTURE 

WANT TO TREK OR CLIMB in Nepal ON 
YOUR OWN? Send inquiries to: Searchers, 4314 
Island Crest Way, Mercer Island, WA 98040. 
--------------------- 

EXPLORE ALASKA. We specialize in small per-
sonalized trips and expeditions into seldom-
visited remote mountainous areas and river sys-
tems (BROOKS, ALASKA, and ALEUTIAN 
Ranges). ALASKA MOUNTAIN TREKS, SR 
10363B, Fairbanks, AK 99701: Steve Hackett, 
cert. guide, director # outfitter. (907) 452-5809. -------------------- 
WANT TO TREK / TRAVEL IN TIBET / 
CHINA? For info send SASE to: Searchers, 4314 
Island Crest Way, Mercer Island, WA 98040. 

--------------------- 
MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE, FILMS 

CLIMBING FILMS FOR RENT to clubs and 
schools. Write FOTO/FROST, 641 Antler Drive, 
Boulder, CO 80302. 

WIND RIVER TRAILS by Finis Mitchell. Back-
packing guide to the Wind River Mountains of 
Wyoming. Wilderness area of peaks, glaciers, 
forests, and lakes. $3.50 postpaid. Wasatch Pub-
lishers, 4647 IdlewiId Road, Salt Lake City, Utah 
84117. ------------------------ 
USED MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS for sale. 
Send for list. Michael Chessler, 1156 N. Ontare 
Road, Santa Barbara, California 93105. -------------- 
SUMMIT LIBRARY FOR SALE. Includes 
bound copies (1955 thru 1958), unbound (1959 
thru 1974). Realistic cash offer wanted. Telephone 
406-586-8474. Jack Bolender, 13 Cloniger Lane, 
Bozeman, Montana 59715. --------------- 
MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS. Approximately 
850 rare and out-of-print titles. Catalogue avail-
able April. Free via bulk mail. $2.00 via First 
Class Mail. James G. Leishman, Bookseller, Box 
A, Menlo Park, CA 94025. 

- 

Complete unbound sets of 1980 and 1981 issues of 
SUMMIT, $8 each year, plus $2.50 postage and 

handling for each set. Send check or money order 
to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, CA 
92315. 

36 SUMMIT / March-April, 182 

------------------ 
BOOT REPAIR 

BOOT REPAIR - E.B.'s to double boots. Spec-
ial jobs no problem. One week shoptime. We also 
sell mountain footwear. Who knows a quality 
boot better than a repairman? Asolo, Fabiano, 
Kastinger, Galibier. Technical boots, hiking 
boots, and problem feet our specialty. Wheeler 
Boot, 336 N. Warren, Bishop, CA 93514. (714) 
873-7520. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS ------------ 

CLIMB AND SKI ALASKA'S mountains with 
Certified Alaskan Mountain Guides: Denali, 
Foraker, and more. Plus Treks in Southeastern 
Alaska. Contact: Mountain Trips, Dept. 5, Rt. 2, 
Box 526, Kasilof, Alaska 99610. (907) 262-4823. 

MT. McKINLEY EXPEDITIONS-Climb with 
experienced, professional McKinley guides. For 
brochure, write: Rainier Mountaineering, Inc., 
201 St. Helens, Tacoma, WA 98402. 

- 

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY or join other Alaskan 
expeditions with authorized Denali Park Guide 
Service. Only a couple of openings remain for our 
June-July West Buttress climb. Emphasis on 
good companionship and enjoyable ascents using 
the finest equipment available. Experienced, sens-
itive, professional guides. Brochure: Aerie North-
west Alpine School/Guide Service, Dept. 5, 3320 
Meridian Ave. N., Seatle, WA 98103. (206) 
634-2849. ---------------- 
TANZANIAN EXPEDITION July 1982, 3 or 4 
weeks. Ascend Kilimanjaro and explore the 
National Parks and Game Reserves. Write Iowa 
Mountaineers, P.O. Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 
52244, 

--------------------- 
ROCK, ICE, WINTER CLIMBING COURSES 

THE MOUNTAIN SCHOOL-High paced cours-
es in alpine mountaineering, snow and glacier 
climbing, avalanche hazard evaluation, expedition 
techniques. Ray Smutek, Director; P.O. Box 728, 
Kenton, WA 98055. 

AERIE NORTHWEST, INC. Complete rock and 
alpine climbing school and guide service. Daily 
instruction or longer courses offered year around 
in the heart of the nation's premier alpine climb-
ing area. Also customized instruction and trips 
for individuals or private groups. Brochure: 3320 
Meridian Ave. N., Dept. 5, Seattle, WA 98103. 
(206) 634-2849. 

RAINIER MOUNTAINEERING INCORPOR-
ATED-The most complete snow and ice climb-
ing school in the United States offers climbing 
seminars and summit climbs. For brochure, write 
to RMI. 201 St. Helens, Tacoma, WA 98402. 

INTERNATIONAL MOUNTAIN CLIMBING 
SCHOOL, INC. The East's most experienced 
mountaineering school. From basic instruction to 
guided climbs. Brochure: Paul Ross, I.M.C.S., 
Inc., Box 1277S, North Conway, N.H. 03860. 
(603) 447-6700. 

CLIMB THE NORTH CASCADES! Join our 
small groups and top-notch instructors for rock, 
snow, ice and glacier climbing courses as well as 
summit climbs to the northwest's most dramatic 
peaks. Trips and courses for all ages and abilities. 
Free Brochure: Liberty Bell Alpine Tours, Star 
Route #128, Mazama, WA 98833 (509) 996-2250. 

MIDWEST ROCK CLIMBING INSTRUC-

TIONS. Lessons at Devil's Lake State Park, 
Wisconsin. Seven years teaching experience at 
Devil's Lake. Information from Kurt Krueger, 315 
S. Mills, Madison, WI 53715. (608) 251-9428. 

SUMMIT Oubea Form 
ii I wish to enter a new subscription for ii I wish to renew my SUMMIT subscription 

the term indicated below: for the term indicated below: 

$11.00 One Year $19.00 Two Years 

(Foreign subscriptions, other than Canada and Mexico, $1 extra per year.) 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 

STATE ZIP 

SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER TO: 

SUMMIT, a mountaineering magazine, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, California 92315 
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~EDEL Do Still the Le4aol 
I I I I I I I I 

EDELRID DRYLONGLIFE WATERABSORPTION 
- The term, "DRYLONGLIFE" - 

applied to an EDELRID Rope 
means it is specially treated  

- to both retard the absorption  

of waiter "Dry" and to resist 5 Miii 30 Min 60 Miii 2 Hrs 
the effects of abrasion UNTREATED ROPE 53% 54% 55% 56% 

- "Longlif&' For example, look - EDELRID DRYLONGLIFE 4.6% 8.5% 11% 13.9% - 

at the following comparisons i I I 
- 

between untreated rope and __________________________________________ 
EDELRID DryLonglife: 

- _ - 

TJNTREATED ROPE 
11,480 Abrasion cycles to sheath failure. 

- 

EDELRID DRYLONGLIFE 
23,590 Abrasion cycles to sheath failure. 

CLEEBELRID 

The above facts are graphic proof of 
the dx'amatic difference EDELRID 
DryLonglife treatment can make. Whereas 
an untreated rope absorbs half its 
weight in water in five minutes, 
DryLonglife absorbs less than 5%! And, 
EDELRID DryLonglife endures more than 
twice as many abrasion cycles, mdi-
cating substantially greater rope life  

expectancy. DryLonglife is available 
in the DYNALOC and ROYAL BOBBINS 
ranges of EDELRID Ropes. See your 
stocicist for details on these and other 
EDELRID products, including accessory 
cord, caving ropes, harnesses, bivouac 
sacks, etc., or write to: 
Royal Bobbins, Inc., 
1314 Coidwell Ave., Modesto, Ca. 95350 

Royal Robbins 




